WOLSEY

received a fatal blow during the illness at Esher,
had been left frail, and he was growing ill. Had
he been able to spend the winters among the
comforts of his little Court at York he might have
survived another dozen years, for he was not an
old man ; but he was unaccustomed to exposure.
The long journey and the uncomfortable aad
humiliating mode of transport were telling on his
health, and by the time he reached Sheffield
Park he was worn out. The Earl of Shrewsbury
kept him there for nearly three weeks, partially
nursing him back to health ; but he was fast
growing beyond cure. The harm had been done.
While he was thus ailing, the last blow fell upon
him, the blow that was to shatter the courage
which had been proof against so much adversity.
Sir William Kingston arrived from London with
a commission from the Kong and a guard of
twenty-four soldiers to take him to the Tower.
Shrewsbury, realising the Cardinal's increasing
illness, did not dare to break the news suddenly
but despatched Cavendish to talk him round.
That kindly but foolish man endeavoured to
persuade him that Henry had despatched an
armed guard to bring him safely to his presence.
Wolsey, however, saw through the thin veil of
plausibility and asked that Kingston might be
sent to him. When that officer arrived and knelt
before him, Wolsey besought him to stand up,
saying that he had not come before a Cardinal
Archbishop but a man replete with misery. The